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V. XV. HANDKKS 1'tilill-lin- r.

nemaha, nemiaska.

the old wedding ring.
The loving Fnther sent Ills ntiKcl, Death,

To bid her loavo tills lower place, where
sho

Somo tlmo nt ln1lo sat, to "como up lilRhor."
With humhlo uilon, utul brief ikIIciih, hIio

roue,
lier poor nnl faded Rnrment horc,

For, In that chamber, athcr rones are worn.
A fjoltl rlnff, old and thin, sho also loft,
The which, to keep for her dear sake, I

took
And draw It o'er my flnRcr, lovingly!

Wan It a tnllsmnn, a chnrm, I totichod?
Tho moment It wom on my lliiKor placed
I felt hor hand within my own again;
And lllco a dream camo back alt happy

tlmoM
That wo had spent together, our boat

ntatoH;
No memories of 111, but all of good
Jtoturn to met And J possess them now;
For, when I feci this golden circlet, sho
1b with mo still, with mo In prayur and

pralso,
With mo In every secno of life's sweot Joy,
From youth right on to tlinoof silvery ago!

Is not thin mystic presence promise truo
Of the rounlon hoped for, and a proof
That though unseen sho Is not far away?
I talco It so! Dear Lord, I will believe
HIio Is not gone, but In an upper room
Of tho samo .mansion, waits for mo to

coinol
John Ilrngg, In Hoslon Watchman.

rz TO FnnTF.

' v4fe
(Copyright, 1894. by Alary llalloclc Footc

X II I . CONTIN L'El).

Faith sat beside, hor unconscious
sleeper, listening to tho kouiuIh which
reported all that she ever know of tlioso
incredible scenes that have gone down
on the annuls of. this region ns "the
mnssacre of Fourth of .'Inly canyon."
Her bouses were blunted, hor mind re-

fused to act; her heart crushed the
life out of her with Its beating-- .

Now was the time to say good-b- y

not the potential good-b- y she had bid-

den him an hour ago, but the actual
parting, at the brink of the river of
death, Many were crossing the. dark
.waters to the olty of refuge who would
iover return. She bent over her sleeper,

and kissed him softly, but tho sob that
foreed hor heart against his aroused
him, and he spoke to her suddenly in his
jiatural voice:,

"God bless me I" he murmured, while
idle held hor breath in horror of his
coining to himself at this fatal mo-

ment. "1 thought that you hissed me!
must be dreaming. Oh, let It be true!

Faith, dear, make it true before 1 lose
you again."

"It Is true," said the girl hoarsely,
"and nothing else is true nothing. 1

will never doubt you; 1 never did doubt
you. Now go to sleep! Good night,
dear; good night!"

Ho held his breath and looked at her
keenly.

Vour lips are cold; your hands are
cold. Why are you saying good night ?"

"The boat is late," said Faith in a hol-

low voice. "We cannot go till the boat
comes. You are sick: rest now do rest;
this is your only chance!"

Sho put hor hands upon him, with
soft, shuddering touches, trying with
all the strength of hor love to master
hor fear, that she might have, power to
lull him into obliviousness of the awful
sounds of the night. Under the trees it
was quite dusk; he could see. nothing,
but she felt that he was listening.

"What Is that firing?"
"Only some men," gasped Fnith.
"Hut what are they bhootlng at?"
"Shooting? Oh, at a mark."
"Oh, I say! in the dark!" lnugheil

Darcle softly. He was drifting, off
again, as his speech betrayed. "Are
they drunk? What are they shouting
about?"

"It's the other men who are shout-
ing," Faith lied to him, feebly.

"What other men? Is this a stag pic-

nic? 0 Lord! 0 Faith, dear!"
Faith hardly knew what he was say-

ing, but sho welcomed any wildncss,
,profanlty anything but his own low,
steady tones.

"Ho quiet, Darcle, dear!" she whis-
pered.

"Darcle, dear!" he repeated, foolish-
ly. "God bless mo, but this is nice
whnt a sweet girl you are! Heavens!
what a Ibrutolwas! Are you overgoing
to be friends with me again?"

He nestled his sick head close to hor
lap, contentedly, nnd gave himself up
to the exquisite sense of her cold, soft
touch moving over his hand In the dark.

"Mother of Grace, the pass Is (11111-cul- tl'

" whispered the tortured girl. It
was the mother instinct, which can look
on death, that taught her calmness ut
this moment, and gave her strength to
exert her love, else one of nature's mira-
cles was wrought; for out of the an-

guish of her deadly fear came supreme
test to him s)ie loved, nnd Darcle. slept.

Ills hand slipped from hers, lower and
lower, and touched the sand; softly Hie
saved tho contact from disturbing him
He sighed, and breathed more deeply;
he wits gone, oven beyond his conscious
ncss other.

She moved a trille, cautiously; drew
away her dress, and noiselessly raised
herself upon her knees. All along the
shore she seemed to hear stealthy foot-
steps and furtive, leafy rustlings, as of
a hunter stalking big game. The rapid
firing had ceased, but scattering shots
came infrequently, one at a time, from
a distance. Stop by step she moved n

little way .past the bushes and looked
out. (herhoad tihe. clouds were blown
in wild masses; the stars in the dark
blue lakes of sky between winked peace-
fully, while the torn and flying cloud-signa- ls

altered from moment to mo-

ment. So did the pence of heaven abide
this senseless, passing hour, that proved
nothing, changed nothing, simply add-
ed its score to the wrong side, tho side
of human passion, which must miss the
mark a thousand times liofore one true
aim nhall raise the record a little-highe-

as the centuries pass.
Faith was quieted; she had reached

the limit of emotional fear, and now a
species of Insensibility crept over her

the reaction after the shock. She
wondered' why she could not feel as she
ought the peril of all those other men
who were strangers to her affection.
Where wasMlkt always rash with him-
self? Was he safe? And how was It
with the honest Cassons the wife wait-
ing with her little sleepy brood about
hor, to learn perhaps that they were
fatherless?

She started back from her relaxed out-
look and hid herself as a inan came run-
ning, like one pursued, out from a group
of black birch trees that stood together
shivering in an open windy space. He
ran; uncertainly, this way and that, as
if crazed with fear. His dog-heart-

pursuer covered him with deliberate
aim. It was .pitiful to see him waver
'between the chances of the river and
of the broken plain below. He was ex-

hausted wih running; his chest labored
in hard, painful gasps; ins legs were
giving under him. The. next moment
lie stumbled and fell. The "scab"
hunter, came up and turned him over
with his foot, keeping the muzzle of
his rifle close to his chest. He said
something brief, which Faith did not
hear. The man never spoke, but threw
out his hands expressively on the sod.
The other searched his clothes and took
all that, he had in money or small valu-
ables and, stirring him witli his foot,
said:

"Git git out from here! I'll give 3011
till I count CO."

The hunted man sprang up and ran.
Once he turned his head over his shoul-
der, and. saw his pursuer following him
with cool aim. lie plunged into the
bushes, cleared the bank and splashed
Into the river.

The man with the rifle stood on the
bank and waited. Faith could have
touched him where he stood. He
watched till the swimmer's head showed
plainly beyond the shoreward shadow,
a dark spot parting the current in mid-
stream; then a bullet went clipping
through tho wild-ros- e thicket. The
black spot turned toward the light;
it was the man's face; he was taking his
last look at the sky; his hands went
up; he sank and a coil of ripples un-

wound In widening circles toward the
chore.

The hunter of "scabs" stood still a
moment while the smoke of his rifle
drifted away among the trees. Then
he set his feet upon the river bank, slid
down, and stooped at. the river's brink,
lie laid his face to the water and drank;
and the river did not refuse to quench
his thirst.

Faith crept back to her place; her
sleeper still slept. The man by the
river turned her way, and set his feet
again upon the bank. She slipped the
mantle from her shoulders, ami laid
it, as soft as the rose of silence, ujiou
Dnrele's face. Tho silk-line- d folds set-

tled into place; he did not move. So
ho had looked when she had though,
him dead. Sho clasped her hands upon
her knees, and bent her head upon them.
Steps came up the bank and paused
close beside hor; sho merely breathed.
There was silence; then a voice said:

"Who Is your man, my dear?"
She did not answer Dan Kafferty

studied the two figures attentively a
moment.

"Is this you, Miss Plngham? and
our folks lookin' for you high and
low! And who's this party you are
hidin' out with?"

Faith raised her hand, but she did
not speak.

"Show me his face! What's the mat-
ter with him?" Kafferty made a step for-

ward.
"Keep your hands off the dead!" said

Faith.
"Dead, is he? 1 don't think you can

play that with mo. If he's dead, it'll not
harm him to show his face."

"There is a dead man whose face you
will sco in the day you go to meet your
God!" Faith pointed to the river. She
had risen, and placed herself between
Kafferty and her sleeper; and was aware
that Darcie was stirring, and her flesh
rose in horror; she had no hope, only
to postpone the moment of discovery.

"I know you, Kafferty," said the des-
perate girl, "I will bear witness against
you, if you dare come one step nearer.
Coward! you look his money, and then
you took his life!"

"Come, now, that's no way for a ladi

to tnlkl 1 want to kcc who's your best
filler. Full that thing oft his face! 1

bet I know who It is. Don't J know
them English shoes? Well, if you
won't, then stand aside. See here, now;
I don't want to puLinc hands on you."

"Ah!" cried Faith, simply shudder-
ing nt him.

Knffcrty gave a .hoarse laugh. "Come
off the nest now, me little chicken!
It's your own doln's if i have to hurt
3011."

Suddenly Faith felt that she was free.
Kafferty had loosed her, and stood lis-

tening.
"Quit that!" camo Mike's great bat-

tle roar. 'Tut up your bloody hands!
1 have the drop on ye."

Kafferty had not been the last to per-
ceive that this was true. It settled the
situation between him and Mike once
more, and for the last time. Mike walked
slowly forward, hurling taunts at his
old enemy:

"Chuck me your Wecptns, Huffy, me
boy. You'll not want them where
you'll be gain' shortly; you'll not be
huntin' scabs In Holse City."

At the mention of Poise, which is the
city of approximate justice and of oc-

casional punishment, Kafferty gave
Mike a bitter look; but ho offered no
retort.

"I hope the climate will agree with
ye," Mike proceeded. "I hear it's a
nobby buildln', the Fen, an' the boys is
doiu' a little gard'nin'. Ye'll make a
fine gard'ner, Kafferty ; Idoubtye'llturn
out a pious fraction of a man."

As he came opposite to the spot where
his prisoner stood, Mike raised his rifle
und lowered his head, and suddenly he
opened cry, like one mnd schoolboy de-

fying another:
"Kun, I'nfTerty, 1110 bould boy!" he

yelled. "The scabs is after ye! Get a
move on you! Shake it up, man! Hit
the road!" and as KnlTerty ran, Mike,
roaring with laughter, leaped upon the
top of the bank, and sent his big voice
after the fugitive:

"The boat is In, Kafferty! And the
throops is on board! Thnt's right, I'm
tellin' ye! The throops is on board!
They're llyin' light two comp'nies from
Sherman, an' Gin'rnl Carlin in com-

mand. Will ye try the river, or wHl ye
try the canyon? Tell the boys if ye meet
'em that. martial law is out in the Cor
do Lane!"

Long after Kafferty was clean out of
hearing Mike continued to disperse his
soul In bnrbarlc hoots and howls, till
Darcie, raising on his elbow to listen for
another sound, bade him hold his in-

fernal riot.
A quarter of a mile away the troops

were disembnrking. The orders do- -

&
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"Seo hero now- - I don't want to put me huncls on
you.''

mnuded u quiet landing, but Mike had
heard the roll call on board tiieboat be-

fore she touched the shore. And now
the tramp of feet could plainly be dis-

tinguished treading tho dock of the
wharf-boa- t; now they were mustering
on the ground. Two by two, in columns
of twos, the companies were marching
as one man. Steady, through the
night, on came the solid, cadenced tread.
As sharp as pistol shots rang the words
of command. The white stripes, the
steel points, glenmedi through the
trees. Silence; and "piercing sweet," O
voice of rescue in the dark distance, the
bugles sounded:

"Attention!"
It sent the blood to the hearts of all

who hoard that midnight call. Darcie
thrilled, and was himself again in that
moment of strong excitement. Faith
broke down like a child, and wept. A
word at last had been spoken to which
even anarchy, red-hande- d, paused to
listen. That brief order would carry
through the night; it would fly from
camp to camp through the mountain
gorges, and every man who caught but
the echo of that word would under-
stand. Those who will not heed the
voice of law, or soften to the .stiller
voice of kindness, must pause at last
when the bugle sounds:

"Attention!"

There was no "weddin' in Spoknne,"
ns Mike had generously predicted; but
there was a doctor in Spokane, which
was more to the immediate purpose.

The wedding was some months later,
when the war was, over, and the trials
were over, and the technicalities of the
law had done much to retract the ring-
ing lesson which the clear-voice- d

bugles taught. The mines had resumed;
Mr. Frederick Pingham had "resigned,"
and was investigating the Keeley cure;
and Darcie Hamilton was .sent over as
manager of the Pig Horn. This time he
did stop in .Now York long enough to
protect ids clniiu to the virgin lode he
had located, under trying circum-
stances, the previous summer in the
Coeur d'Alene. (The name of it was not
tho Plack Dwarf.) Put the vompllca- -

tlons between Hint early, rash location
and the subsequent patent under law
would make another story, with a very
different scene-settin- g. The family
discussions, in Darcie's opinion, were
fnr worse than any miners' war. He
never knew on whfch side, his best
friend would turn up. His mother,
for instance, "was inflexibly against

him, while his father, the most positive
of men, was inclined especially after
seeing Faith's picture to look upon
the young man's adventures in the
Coeur d'Alenc as very much what
might htivo been expected, so why inaTce
a row about a thing that was a mlstnke
all around? Darcie by no means con-

sidered that any of it was a mistake;
but if his father chose to call it so, and
to give his consent to his wishes on that
understanding, ho was willing to yield
the point, in nnme. Hut Faith declined
to go to England, Into u family that
gave her so cold a welcome. Therefore
Darcie came to America as munager of
the Uig Horn, and the Intrepid young
pair went westward on their conquer-
ing way, and left age and opposition be-

hind them. And if they have disap-
pointed each other's high expectations
of happiness, the fact has not as yet
transpired to the knowledge of their
relatives.

Faith celebrates In her letters the
wonderful wild flowers of the Coeur
d'Alenc, the grandeur of its mountains,
the softness of its sudden spring. Other
persons maintain that the spring has
been very late in the Coeur d'Alene this
year. Her aunts wonder if the climate
lias changed. Something has changed,
the girl lias found her 'heart of youth
again, and with it the courage to be
glad. The premature, crushing ex-

periences of the year before, its shocks
and shameful surprises, have taken
their dud place in relation to larger
experiences and more vital discoveries.
She has parted with one sacred illusion,
but she is fortified against that irrep- -

arnble loss by a deeper knowledge of
life nnd its inevitable shortcomings.
Greater joy than hers no woman, she
believes, has ever known. She cannot
look to have all the joys, and all the
strengths, of a woman's perilous life of
the affections.

Her mother she lost before she ever
knew her. A father she never had; he
died the spiritual death before his child
was born. Tho body of Frederick King-ha- m

still walks the earth, but his soul
will never be cured by the Kceley or any
other mundane cure; it expired too
long ago. When the will is dead, the
man is dead. His children can only
mourn him, and pay what respect they
may to the dreary remnins.

Darcie has his enemies in the Coeur
d'Alene, but he has also his stanch'
friends. Mike is foreman of the Dig'
Horn in place of Peter Panning, de-

posed; and Kitty Tyler, now Kilty u,

mnkes the surly Pig Horn
kitchen a realm of perpetual sunshine.
She is spoiling her young mistress for
whosoever her successor may be when
she and Mike go to housekeeping in the
fall.

Tina end.
Tlu I'liper .Morrl 1'ncil,

Mr. Morris was no advocate for thick
paper, but he had long before found
out that machine-inad- e paper of wood
pulp and clay was useless for perma-
nent results, to say nothing of the un-

interesting quality of its surface. The
latter failing is a factor by 110 means
uiiiiniportant in the beauty of a book.
Much of our shiny, calendered paper
is, besides, trying to thee.es. He was
forced to resort to the plain, honest
way of the old-tim- e paper-maker- s. Un-

bleached linen rags were used, and
molds whose wires were not woven w it'll
absolute mechanical accuracy, thus ob-

taining a sort of variety in the surface.
This paper was made expressly for him
ly Mr. Patchelor, at Little Chart, near
Ashford, and "resembles the paper oT

the early printers La all its best quali-
ties." Three watermarks were designed
ly him for paporof different sizes "the
apple, the daisy, and the perch with a
spray in its mouth; encfli of these de-

vices being accompanied by the initinls
W. M." L'ratt's Institute' Monthly.

Tli CI Inciter.
A gentleinnn, one day driving down a

country lane, and observing a rustic
driving a sow and her little ones along,
remarked:

"Whose pigs are those, my boy?"
ilioy The old sow's, sor.
Gentleinnn illut who is the master?
Poy That stump'cd-tni- l little beggar

yonder. (Pointing to oue of the little
I'iffs.)

Gentleman (waxing wroth) Where
do they belong?

Hoy The third sty on tho left, sor.
Gentleman (angrily) Idiot! Do you

want a fool's place?
Poy Why? Pe you going to lene,

sor?
The gentleman war, last seen driving

down the lane at 0 furious pace.
Spare Moments.

Iluril to Hour.
Mrs. Goodsoul Whnt's the matter,

my dear? You look worried.
Mr. Goodsoul 1 am suspected of be-

ing a defaulter.
"Hut you are not."
"No; only it's very hard to be srs-pect- ed

of being a thief after the yeans
of faithful work I have done for eloig-
ns t Co."

"Put how do you know they suspect
you?"

"They have offered me n twowe?ks
".ncatlon." N. Y. Weeklv.

THE SERGEANT'S ADVICE.

lie SnjN it SoltMcr Should ,icr AO
111 It iRiMiruiKH' Until Hi? Ik

Sure ut It.

The artillery sergeant was giring
one of his rare and highly prized lec-
tures, with illustrntious from his own
experience, to an audience of respect-
ful recruits. His te.t was that tho
true soldier should know everything,
and if there should be anything he
didn't know, to conceal carefully his
lack of knowledge.

"Now, look at me," he said. "J am in.
the service more years than you hoys
has got hairs on your chins, and nt
that there tips and comes somcthing--no-

and again that I have to learn.
Do 1 admit to my superior officers that
I don't know it? Not me. J lets on
that it's all A P C to me. and goes at it
blind till I learn it. When 1 was down
at Governor's Island, not so many-year- s

ago, there was a new kind of
fancy gun arrived at Fort Slocuin, and '

the colonel got orders to send a man
up there to learn the boys the use of it.

"'Sergeant,' says he to me, 1 want
you to go up to Fort Slocuin w

and drill the men there on that
Prown-Kobiuso- n piece.'

" 'Yes, sir,' says I, saluting.
" 'Do you understand the mechanism t

of It?' says he, looking nt me very-sharp-
.

'"To be sure, sir,' snys T. 'I seen.
then shooting with it at Fort McPher-so- n

two years ago.'
" 'That's very curious,' snys he, see-

ing it's only been in use in this coun-
try for less than a year,' and he gnYC-m- e

the laugh. 'Put you go ahead, any-
way,' says he, 'for if you can't put it
through there's no man here that can.'

"You may guess that I got on the-trai-

thinking mighty hard, for I'd
picked up enough to know that the
new artillery was no more like any
other kind of a gun than n peashooter
is like a bow and arrow, and I was
thinking I'd make a scrumptious dis-
grace of myself before a gang of
strange Johnnies. Talk about soldier's
luck if I didn't run into my old cap-
tain on the train, a man that always
keeps up with the latest thing in the-artiller-

line. He asked me to sit down
by him, and I said something about
the new gun. That started him. He
was all over the place with enthusiasm
about it.

' T(,ii ! ' T , .. .... ll,l.- - .,...,.. ,,
will, 011, 1 oiij a, uiiii a i ijuii.1 i

rangement about the breech,' feeling;
him for a rise.

" 'Queer?' says he. 'Not a bit ivhcia
you understand it. Now, here, 311
draw it out for you,' and he fished out
a bit of paper and a pencil nnd went
to mnking diagrams.

"That was just my meat, so I leu:
him on from one thing to another un-

til I'd the whole arrangement down ort
paper, and I clnpped eyes on the gun
it was smiling at me like an old friend.
I put the men through a drill on that
piece that made 'em think I wasn pn&t
grand mnstcr of the whole business.
And the moral of this is: Never say
you don't know a thing till you're sure-ye- n

don't, for luck and alnnn's brains
will pull him through many a hole-wit-

glory. Private McManus, if you
have the mate to that cigar in your
pocket 1 can use it in inv business.
Thanks." N. Y. Sun.

It carl hi; of Children.
The offices of children in the culture

of their parents are manifold. The in-

fluence of men nnd women upon each
other become the most poworfnl
agencies for their mutual harmonious',
growth. Oh, there is something in lov-

ing, dependent children, in tender caTe
for them, nnd in losing them, even,
which bestows upon the soul the most
enriching of its experiences! There is,,
perhaps, nothing which so tends to
soften the henrt, to develop the kindlier
affections, and to unlock and chasten
the sympathies of men and women, as.
the children which sit around their
table and frolic upon their knees. There
can bo no true development of heart
and mind where pure selfishness is the
predominant principle; so God ordainsv.
that in each house there shall be little
ones, more precious than all else, who.
shall engage the sympathy, tax the ef-

forts, and absorb the love of those who
sustain to them the relation of parents.

N. Y. Ledger.

lliimiiiur Trip I'ot ItoiiNt.
Three pounds shoulder piece, dump-

lings, potatoes. Prown the ment in.
hot butter, then pour over it enough
cold water to keep from burning,
simmer two hours. When the water
bolls away, salt and pepper the meal
and let fry a moment In it own fat;
add a little water; let boil down and
fry at least three times. The last time,
which should be 30 minutes before
serving, put In the potatoes with
enough cold water to cover them-- :
add more salt. Make the dumplings
immediately. Drop them in and do
not lift the cover until the half hour
is up. Take out the stew, thicken
the broth and pour it over the meat.
Good Housekeeping.

ItolllMl HllCOII.
Prepare as for fried bacon, nnd then-rol- l

up each side. Take a clean skew fr-
aud push each roll on it, pressing them
Mightly together to prevent them un-
rolling, l'lace the skewer on a tin iu
the oven and bake till a nice brown.
These neat, crisp little rolls look very
appetizing, nnd are especially nice tor-placi- ng

round fowls or eal. Ciuciu-uu- tl
Connnemlnl Tribuue.
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